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Smile-Ups Rhapsodizes on Spring 
pe 


Said Smile-Ups, “Hurrah for 
the days of the Spring, 
When flowers smile out, and 
the birdlings all sing, 
There’s the sweet little brook 
that bubbles away, 
There’s the tender green moss 
on its stone pearly gray, 
There’s a violet peeping be- 
tween the young leaves, 
There’s the promise in mead- 
ow of fall’s golden sheaves. 
There’s the blue of the sky 
and the soft fanning breeze, 
There’s the murmur of insects 
within the tall trees, 
There’s a smile on the lips 
and a song in the heart, 
There’s a joy in the life with which we'll not part, 
*Tis spring in the blossom and spring in the bird, 
*Tis spring, joyous spring—oh, truly you've heard. 
*Tis spring in its meaning—'tis all very clear— 
Spring up, gentle children, without any fear. 
For spring is the keynote to all of our song, 
Come hold fast our hand while we journey along, 
For spring is our message—come out of your shell, 
Arise in great might and the chorus we'll swell. 
Spring, spring is about us—its mission is clear, 
Rejoice then with us for the springtime is here.” 


| 


yitties 


VoL.XXIII APRIL, 1918 No. 9 


THE WOODPECKER’S FARM 


NCE upon a time two little boys, whose father 
was a naturalist, were out walking with him. 
Now a naturalist is one who knows all about 
Nature’s wonderful children, and their ways. 
These little fellows were only three and six 
years old, and were known as Albert and 
Orion. They often went on long walks with 
their father, who everywhere discovered some- 
thing new and interesting in the world about them. This 
time their walk led them to the wood and they were resting 
under a tree when Orion called out, “Hello, who's throw- 
ing at me? Somebody hit me on the head with a rock or 
something.” 

““T got it,”” said Albert, holding up a round thing about 
as' big as the end of his thumb. 

“Why, it’s an acorn,” said Orion. ‘“This must be an 
oak tree.” 

‘““No,”’ said their father, “this is an elm tree. I guess 
some Mr. Squirrel dropped the acorn on your head. You 
boys go round on that side, and I'll go routd on this side, 
and we'll see him.” 

“T see him,”’ shouted Orion, “‘and it is a woodpecker.” 
And sure enough it was a red-headed woodpecker. 

*‘Albert, what do you suppose he was doing with that 
acorn?” asked daddy. 

“T guess he got it to frow at people,” answered little 
Albert. 

know,” said Orion, “he was going to eat it.”” 

“You are both wrong,” said daddy. ‘‘You climb to 
that dead part of the tree, Orion, and then you will see 
what Mr. Redhead was doing with it.” 

So daddy ‘“‘boosted’’ Orion up into the tree, and the 
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woodpecker flew away to another tree and sat watching to 
see what Orion was going to do. He tapped his bill against 
the tree, like some people stamp their feet, and said some- 
thing that they could not understand, but daddy said he 
guessed he was ordering them away. 

“Oh, it is full of little holes up here,” called down 
Orion. 

““Yes,”’ said daddy, “now look into those holes and 
what do you see?” 

After some scrambling and twisting Orion replied, 
“Each little hole has an acorn in it. What does he put 
them in there for?” 

“Come down, and | will tell you about it,’ said daddy. 

So Orion worked his way down, and daddy said, ‘“That 
is the woodpecker’s 

“Oh, do little acorn trees grow up there?” broke in 
Albert. 

““No,”’ continued daddy, “‘this is Mr. Redhead’s farm, 
and he is raising himself something to eat next spring so that 
it will be ready when he cannot find anything else. He digs 
a hole in the dead wood and hammers an acorn in tight so 
that it will not fall out, and so that no jay or other bird can 
pull it out. This he does a great many times till he has the 
dead part of the tree all covered with holes containing 
acorns. 

“Then as the weather grows colder he probably leaves 
and goes south where it is warm, so that he can find plenty 
of worms and bugs. Nearly all the red-headed wood- 
peckers go — in the winter and pass most of the time in a 
sleepy or torpid state in holes in trees and come out only on 
warm days and hunt for dinner, which is usually pretty hard 
to find. Then those that leave begin coming back early in 
February. 

“*Now, to return to the acorns. Many insects lay their 
eggs in them, and these eggs hatch and become larve and 
pupee, and by the next spring have grown large and fat. 
Thus, when the woodpecker returns so early that insects are 
scarce, he draws upon his supply in the acorns, and any 
spring morning you can see him taking out his acorns and 
picking out the worms, and he always seems pleased with 
himself because he was so smart as. to start his stock farm 
the summer before so that he has a good supply of food 
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when there would have otherwise been little to eat, and he 
would have had to stay south till much later. 

“Tt is also a common practice of woodpeckers, when 
they are sitting on eggs, to store up vast quantities of grass- 
hoppers in cracks and holes in trees so that when the little 
babies are hatched they have a good supply of food within 
easy reach, for it takes a great deal of work to feed six 
hungry little birds.” 

““Oh, daddy,” said Orion, “‘do they have as many as 
six little babies at once?” 

““Yes, Orion, they usually have six, but sometimes they 
have four or five, or seven, or eight, or ten, and once I saw 
eleven eggs in one nest,’’ answered daddy, “‘and if the eggs 
are regularly taken away they will lay indefinitely. I once 
saw a woodpecker, a yellow-shafted flicker, lay seventy- 
eight eggs during the summer.” 

“It’s wrong to take their eggs, isn’t it, daddy?” asked 
Orion. 

“Yes, very wrong,” replied daddy. 

And now you will know with Albert and Orion, what 
our little red-headed friends are doing, when they go “‘rat- 
a-tat-tat.”” 


LITTLE STORIES BY LITTLE AUTHORS 
ONE OF GOD’S BIRDS 


Mary Lurz (eleven years) 


**Please, mother, let me go to school with cousin Willie 
this morning,” said May Warren, as she ran into the room 
where her mother sat with her baby brother. “Please do, 
mother, I will be so good.” 

“‘Let you go to school, dear?’’ answered her mother, 
kissing the rosy lips held up to her. “‘And where is Willie?” 

“Here I am, auntie,” said he, coming in, with his satchel 
of books on his arm, and his black eyes sparkling with mis- 
chief, as usual. 

“Yes, little May may go to school this morning if she . 
will be very good, and cousin Willie will promise to take 
care of her.” 

“Oh, you are so good,” said May, throwing her arms 
around her mother’s neck, and giving her a kiss. Then she 
ran off for her sunbonnet, and soon she and Willie were 
racing down the broad graveled path to the gate. 
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Just as the children came to the bridge over the little 
brook that went dancing merrily along in the golden sun- 
light, Willie’s bright eyes caught a glimpse of a robin, hop- 
ping along the roadside, with a bit of dried grass in his bill, 
probably building material for a nest. 

“Keep still, May,’ whispered Willie quickly, “don’t 
say a word.”” And he stooped to pick up a stone that lay 
at his feet. But May caught hold of his arm just as he 
raised it to throw. 

“Don’t Willie!”’ she cried, “It’s one of God’s birdies; 
don’t hurt it, please.” 

Willie stopped and looked at her a moment in astonish- 
ment, and then said, ““What a queer girl you are, May. 
Well, I won’t hit him now, just to please you, and I couldn’t 
anyway, for see, he has flown away.”’ And the children 
hastened on to school. 

A day or two later, Willie was going on an errand for 
his mother, when he saw a little kitten running along the 
road, and his first thought was to look for a stone to throw, 
but his next was, “I suppose May would say that was one 
of God’s kitties. What a funny girl she is.” 

The kitten was not hurt that time. 

Willie is a big boy now, but when he is tempted to hurt 
an innocent animal, he always thinks of littlke May's words, 
*“One of God’s birdies,’” and so they are never harmed. 
The right word spoken at the right time is sure to accom- 
plish a wonderful amount of good. 


SONG OF THE RAIN FOR BABY 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


The rain singeth unto us 
A little song of joy, 
And all the tiny raindrops 
Clap hands for baby boy. 
This is the song they sing thee: 
**Trinkle, trinkle, trink;” 
This is the song they sing thee; 
“Trinkle, trinkle, trink; 
Trip, trap, trop,”” on the window pane, 
“Clip, clap, clop,”” comes the merry rain. 
Sing it again, sing it again: 
“Drip, drap, drop,” on the window pane. 
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BOOSTER CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 


Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—“Love never faileth.” 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. “I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil.” 


Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All_ reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


EAR BOOSTERS—Our Royal, Secretary, 
has informed ye Editor that his duty to his 
country comes first, and so he may not be able 
ii; to fill his place regularly in the Booster Club. 
He assures us, however, of his continued inter- 
est in the progress of every individual, and of 
every Club that is boosting for the Right, for 
right is mighty and must prevail. In these days 
of world conflict between right and wrong we dear Boosters 
and Wees must mobilize for sustaining the principles of 
Truth and Righteousness, through loyalty to our God and 
to our country. 

We are much ified with the living interest our little 
friends are taking in extending Wee Wisdom’s scope of use- 
fulness. Many have sent in new subscriptions, others have 
interested their little comrades in the Booster idea, and so 
brought in many new members. We are always glad of 
your letters and to hear of the things that interest you. But 
isn’t it lovely to know something that will always keep you 
well and happy, and make your lessons easy> This is what 
Wee Wisdom wants every child to know. 

New York, N.Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have written to you once before. 
Since then I got a little brother. His name is Frederick, but 
my grandma always calls him Freddie. I have taken Wee 
Wisdom for several years and I like it fine. I* read it from 
beginning to end. Yours truly, =. Gladys Michaelyan. 
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Oakland, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Inclosed find one dollar for Wee Wisdom 
for a little friend of mine, Gertrude Depen. And will you 
please send me a pin. I can hardly wait till Wee Wisdom 
comes. I should like to know if there are any Boosters near 
me, as I would like to have them come and visit me. With 
heaps of Love, Edna White. 


We advise that the Oakland Boosters mobilize. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—1 received my Booster pin and made 
my grade. I am asking to make good marks on my report 
card in school, especially history. Our school keeps until 3:45 
o’clock now, because they had to close this winter for lack of 
coal. Tell all the Wees, Hello. Yours in Christ, 
Alice Cravens. 


All right, Alice, with good thoughts in your mind you're 
bound to have good marks on your school cards. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The latest addition to our Rosemary 
family is a rooster and his six wives—hens! They are as tame 
as the cats, and when we take their meals to them they run 
under our feet; and more than once, by mistake, I have 
stepped on their toes. Then I apologize most humbly, for 
those six hens are so obliging about giving us eggs daily, some- 
times three, sometimes five, so I believe in being grateful to 
them and considerate. Jean can see them from his little yard, 
and he evidently thinks they are a special “movie” for his 
benefit, for he watches with interest their every movement. 
None of the cats that are running about show any desire to 
molest the chickens. So everybody is happy, even the little 
wild canaries and the humming birds that visit us frequently 
up here in these mountains. We all love it dearly. We are 
high up, almost in the clouds on rainy days, and on clear days 
ean look down and see Pasadena’s lights at night. Glendale, 
where we used to live, is over the brow of the hills below Ver- 
dugo Canyon, so we cannot see Glendale. 

There are some very nice children living up here, but not so 
many. They go to a fine school on the big boulevard a block or 
two from us, and also to the Congregational church. I showed 
some of them your little paper, Wee Wisdom, and they and 
the mothers thought the Wees very nice indéed. Paul Laurence 
Dunbar—the black cat named for the negro poet, you remem- 
ber, walks about the yard, free and happy. He could not do 
that in the cities we have been in. Marjorie Daw, a blue (you 
might say gray) kitty, also-runs about and thinks a good deal 
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of Paul. She enjoys her food better if he is there to share it 
with her. 

Each one of the cats has its own little house, and they also 
have private yards—four sometimes to a yard. The two black 
brothers, Curly and Wooly Blackfeather, have new homes, and 
I hear, are very much petted and loved. Curly can beg and 
stand on his hind legs. I knew he was a smart kit for I had 
almost taught him how to salute the flag when we sent him to 
his new home. I would shout, “Hurrah for the flag” and then 
wave his paw for him! 

Lady Feather has a new home, too, in another town. Aunt 
Helen and I work in our “war gardens” every day, and yester- 
day we ate garden peas out of it, and the day before there were 
turnip greens and lettuce. You must let us hear about your 
‘gardens. Here in Califofnia we have had sweet peas since 
Christmas. If any of you children come this way you must be 
sure to call at the Rosemary and see your “Aunt Helen” and 
“Aunt Mary.” The cats and kits and chickens all send you 
their best wishes with me. As ever your aunt, 

Mary B. de Witt. 


Here are three letters from the three little Urguharts. 
They have the ring of the true-blue Booster in them, and 
we are glad to add ““The Blue Bird Boosters” to our Club 
list. Wee Margaret counts as big as anybody when it 
comes to wearing our pin and colors and scattering sunshine. 

Imperial, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We have been taking you almost a year 
and we like the Boosters so much we want to be Boosters, too. 
I am eleven years old and in the seventh grade. I have three 
sisters. Christina and Donalda can write for themselves, but 
little Margaret is two years old, so I ask you for her, to please 
let her be a Booster, too. Now, what do you think of this plan? 
We should like to start with a family club, and call it “Blue 
Bird Boosters.” Our members will be Christina Urguhart, 
Donalda Urguhart, Margaret Urguhart and Eva Urguhart. We 
will wear our pins and try to live up to the wise monkey 
teachings, and hope that our actions will make others want to 
join us. Mamma says she is sure when we have set a good 
example others will join us. I will write you a story about our 
dumb pets and the wonderful Imperial Valley. Anxiously 
awaiting our pins, lovingly, Eva Urquhart. 

DONALDA’S LETTER 

We four sisters want to be Boosters. I am six years old, 
and in the second grade. I read Wee Wisdom and learn many 
of the little verses. We al! learned the healing prayer and 
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use it for our morning prayer. Mamma is sending in money, 
so please send us all pins. With love, from 
Donalda Urguhart. 
CHRISTINA’S LETTER 
I want to be a Booster. I am seven and a half years old and 
in the fourth grade. I’m so very, very thankful that, through 
the teachings and help of Unity, I was cured of asthma. We 
read Wee Wisdom and study the lessons. We want to learn to 
be real good, so that as we grow older we can practice what we 
preach, and help others to live lives of Truth and Love. Please 
send me a Booster pin. Mamma is sending money for it. With 
love, from Christina Urguhart. 
Sincoe, Ontario. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a story. I enjoy 
you very much. I can hardly wait until you come, sometimes. 
I like my Booster pin. I am eleven years old. I would like 
help with my arithmetic, dear Wee Wisdom. Please send me 
a thought to hold like you did Robert Parker. I wrote to 
Muriel Rush, but have not heard from my last letter to her. 
Mary Lutz. 


You have, Mary, the Mind which knows all things. 
It was through this one Mind that the man who wrote your 
book on arithmetic was able to understand and make its 
problems. You can see that if this Mind in the author of 
the book helped him understand the principles of arithmetic, 
that same Mind in you helps you to understand, so your les- 
sons come easy. Say, ‘The one perfect Mind in me knows 
how to work all my problems.” 

Highworth, Sask., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom.—l! am sending. fifteen cents to get a 
Booster pin. I have just been reading you and enjoy you very 
much. I am eleven and have no sisters; just three brothers. 
Two of them are married. I am an aunt, as I have a little 
nephew two months old. I go to school three miles. This 
winter it was awfully cold, with a north wind blowing, and 
forty degrees below zero. I ride to school on horseback. I 
would also like very much for your prayers to help me with my 
lessons. I am going to have a pair of snowshoes next winter, 
to walk to school in. I will like that. I wish some Booster of 
my own age would write to me. Yours sincerely, 

Barbara V. Bailey. 


We are knowing for Barbara that God is her /ntel- 
ligence. 
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Vienna, Ili. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first letter that I have writ- 
ten to you. I am fourteen years of age, and in the eighth 
grade at school. I like my teacher fine. Our school will be out 
the last of this month. I do enjoy reading your little book, 
and cannot do without it. I will thank you very much if you 
will ask some of the Wees to write to me. I will write you a 
little verse. Here it is: 
God is not dead, 
Nor does he sleep. 
The wrong shall fail, 
The right prevail, 
With peace on earth, 
To men, good will. 
Yours truly, Trene Bernice Fish. 
Oakland, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Inclosed please find fifty cents for 
which I want you to visit me another year. You are a wonder- 
ful little magazine. I read you through as soon as you arrive. 
I have a little brother and a sister seven years old. They are 
twins. I am very much interested in the Booster Club, and 
would like very much to join. I want to have a Club of my 
own some day. Yours lovingly, Margaret Cornell. 
We welcome Margaret. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little boy. Through a neighbor 
I became acquainted with Wee Wisdom and have been receiving 
it several months. I enjoy it very much. Your little prayers 
interest me especially. I mean the one in this month’s issue 
for Edna Podesta and Dorothy Shaw. Now, would you please 
publish a prayer next month for my mamma? Her health re- 
quires peace and harmony, with freedom and liberty for her- 
self and me. Then, if I am not asking too much, I would like 
a prayer for my uncle who is hard of hearing. Now, please 
don’t disappoint me, and help us with these prayers. Your 
little friend, R. F. 


Repeat this prayer every day for your mamma, R. F.: 
“The peace and harmony of Spurit folds you about, and the 
Christ makes you free, and healthy, and prosperous.” 

Here’s a prayer for your uncle: ‘‘You are obedient to 
the voice of Spirit within, and you can hear distinctly. You 
are made whole.” 

Marianna, Ark. 
Dear Little Wees—Though this is my first letter to you, I 
have been taking Wee Wisdom for two or three years. I am 
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nine years young, and am in the fourth grade. My teacher 
is Miss Mary Blount. I like her very much. She is my third 
cousin. I am learning to play on the piano, and wish to be- 
come a fine musician. I also want to be a patient teacher and 
a fine artist. I cannot very well start a Booster Club, but I 
have one member, Margery Sutton. I inclose a story which I 
hope you will like. I am a Booster, Dorothy Blount. 
Millboro, S. D. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been so busy in school that I 
have not had time to write you, but I have enjoyed your 
visits very much. One of the Boosters writes to me and I 
would like some others to write to me, too. We were thinking 
this spring of visiting Kansas City, but changed our minds, but 
hope to visit you sometime. With love to all the Boosters, 
Frederick Johnson. 
San Pedro, Sula. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—I am not sending traveling expenses 
for my dearest friend and helper, but mamma is going to send 
for it together with Unity Magazine and Weekly Unity. I 
want to be one of you and have already sent fifteen cents for a 
pin and five cents for an offering. I shall be very glad to have 
heart to heart talks with you. Even if you don’t know me, I 
know you a little bit. I have a friend in Kansas City where I 
came from; she sent me Wee Wisdom, too, and the other day 
she wrote me that she read a part of my letter at a healing 
meeting (where I told her how I cured myself of the malaria 
fever), and when she finished, you said, “And a little child 
shall lead them.” I thank you very much for that. About the 
book, “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” this same friend has already sent 
it to me, and I think it is beautiful. With love to you, 
Metita Fuentes. 


We are very glad to add to our Boosters one who un- 
derstands the Law like Metita does and practices it as 
successfully. 

Globe, Ariz. 

Mr. Royal, Secretary of Booster Clubh—I am going to help these 
five boys organize a Booster Club: Masters John C. Holman, age 
three years; Wendell Harrison, age six years; Robert Harpham, age 
eight years; Paul Harrison, age nine years; Truman Graydon, age 
nine years. Each of these boys has given me fifteen cents for a 
Booster pin, and all wish to become members of your Booster Club 
in Kansas City. I believe Robert Harpham is already a member of 
your Club, but as he did not get his pin I am sending for another for 
him. Mrs. R. H. Harpham. 


I 
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The Boosters are mobilizing, and the old world is soon 
to be filled with youngsters of clean tongue and pure heart. 
Under the spring sunshine of these little Truth thinkers and 
speakers, all that is good in humanity will come to bud and 
blossom. Among our new Boosters, are: Cecelia Smith, 
1236 7th St., Oakland, Cal.; Franklyn Kelley, Cadillac, 
Mich.; Fred Ellermeir, Rodea, Cal.; Fasta Exinarson, 
Point Roberts, Wash.; Helen Virginia Fancher, Racine, 
Wisconsin. 

Rhoda Chapman, of Los Angeles, sends for twelve 
Booster pins and says she has organized a boy’s Booster 
Club in the neighborhood, with the idea of instilling into 
boys’ minds the higher principles of living. Their motto is, 
**See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil.”” The purpose of 
this Club is to encourage good deeds, good thoughts, and for 
character building. 

Mrs. Chapman, understanding the nearest way to a 
child’s heart is by way of the stomach, has some little treat 
for them each time. They all seem very much interested 
and cannot talk too much about it. Although they have had 
but one or two meetings, good results are in evidence. 

We all join in welcoming the ““Boy’s Booster Club,” 
and in declaring for Mrs. Chapman that her efforts for 
these boys are seed sown in good soil. 


Lesson 2, APRIL 14° 
JESUS REQUIRES CONFESSION AND LOYALTY.— 
Mark 8:27-38. 

Gotpen Text—Whosoever will come after me, let him deny 
himself and take up his cross and follow me—Mark 8:34. 

When Jesus and his disciples were on the way to Philippi, 
he asked them who men said he was. They answered that some 
thought he was John the Baptist, and some, Elijah, or other of 
the prophets. Then Jesus asked, “Whom say ye that I am?” 
Peter answered, “Thou art the Christ.” Jesus then told them of 
his coming crucifixion and of the resurrection, but they did 
not understand. 

We are just beginning to understand the life and teachings 
of Jesus, and what they mean in our own lives. Within every 
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one of us there is a voice asking, “Whom say ye that I am?” 
Many of us have not heard the voice. Others are uncertain 
what to answer. It is the Christ of us, the real of us, which 
can neyer be destroyed, which is asking this question. In God 
there are only perfect ideas. We, as God’s children, are to 
express those ideas. This Christ in us is the perfect idea of 
God seeking to express through us. Sometimes we are so 
busy listening to things in the outer world that we fail to hear 
the voice of the Christ within. Men have become so accustomed 
to looking without that they believe the things of the outer 
world are the real things. It is because of this that inharmony 
has come into life. - It is for this reason that our days are not 
always full of joy and health and plenty. If we want to get 
back into the joyous, harmonious life as God’s children, we 
must see that it is the within and not the without which is real 
and everlasting: Of course we cannot see the inner spiritual 
things with our outer eyes. There is an inner eye, in the center 
of our brain, which will help us if we will let it. We must close 
the outer eyes and turn our thoughts within. Then we must 
be quiet and claim this inner sight, which is called faith. We 
might say this: “The eye of faith in me is now open and I 
recognize the Christ within.” If we do this often, we will come 
to see the power and reality of the J dm or Christ in us. Then 
we, too, will say to the J dm in us and in everyone we meet, 
as Peter said to Jesus, “Thou art the Christ, the son of the 
living God.” 


Lesson 3, APRIL 21 
JESUS TRANSFIGURED.—Mark 9:2-10. 

Trext—This is my beloved Son; hear ye him.— 
Mark 9:7. 

In this lesson Jesus takes Peter and James and John, and 
goes up on a mountain. So often we read of Jesus going up on 
a mountain. That means a high place in our consciousness, 
where we forget the outside and think only God, or Good 
thoughts. While they were up on this mountain, the disciples 
saw Jesus transfigured with the glory of God. Mark says his 
raiment became white and shining, like snow. Matthew says, 
“His face did shine as the sun.” This is a wonderful story, 
but it is something more. It is a picture of what you and I 
and all of us will be like when we are letting God express 
freely in every part of us, every moment of oyr lives. That 
is the way we were meant to look in the beginning. It is the 
way we will look when we have brushed away the shadows 
which man has been building and to which he has been giving 
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power for so long. It wasn’t a fairy story the disciples told 
about the face of Jesus shining as the sun. When we have 
thrown off the little personal “I,” which is blind and selfish, and 
let the big 7 Am rule in our whole being, then not only our faces 
but our whole bodies will be radiant. There will be no dark 
spots from our heads to our feet. There will be no lack of life 
or health or joy. There will be no worry, because we will know 
God as our all-providing Father. We will not merely believe 
it and say it, but we will know it and live it. Every untrue 
thought of sickness, fear or hate, clouds our lives, and keeps 
us from the beauty and plenty which is truly ours. Every true 
word or thought of faith and life brings us closer to the true 
way of life and the transfiguration. 

We will watch our minds and our tongues. We will listen 
always to the voice of the Christ within, so that we, too, may 
be transfigured with the glory of God, as was Jesus. 


Lesson 4, APRIL 28 

JESUS REBUKES SELFISHNESS.—Mark 9:33-42. 

Gorpen Texr—If any man desire to be first, the same shall 
be last of all, and servant of all—Mark 9:35. 

On the way to Capernaum the disciples had been disputing 
among themselves as to who was the greatest. When they had 
come to Capernaum, Jesus asked them what they had been dis- 
puting by the way, and they were ashamed to tell. Jesus knew 
what it had been and he gathered them around and sat down 
to talk to them. Very wisely and gently he taught them the 
folly of selfishness. He taught that he was greatest who served 
best. Greatness, as the outer world views it, and true great- 
ness in the everlasting kingdom of God are different. Is it 
wise to spend time and energy seeking greatness in a world 
which changes and crumbles as the years pass? Such greatness 
will pass, too, will it not? Then, too, such greatness means 
power or position which will put one above his friends and 
neighbors. But really we are all one in Spirit. 

A young knight in an old story had the right idea of life 
when his mother pleaded that he stay at home and amuse him- 
self following the deer with the hunters. He said, “Follow the 
deer? Follow the Christ, the King.” To follow the Christ is 
true greatness. Then whatever follows in the outer world will 
be in Divine Order. When we allow the Christ to express in 
us, we are filled with love and kindliness toward everyone in 
the world. We have no desire to be more powerful or richer 
than others. We know that in God there is enough good for 
all. Instead of seeking to rise above our fellow men, we desire 
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to help them into the kingdom of God, where all of us belong. 
That is true, lasting greatness, as Jesus taught it and lived it. 
We will remember that and seek always for the highest, being 
satisfied with nothing less. 


Lesson 5, May 5 ; 
JESUS SETS NEW STANDARDS OF LIVING.—Mark 
10:17-27. 


Gowven Text—But seek ye first the kingdom of God and 
his righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto you. 
—Matt. 6:33. 


The young man who came to Jesus wanted eternal life, but 
he was unwilling to give up his worldly possessions. Jesus 
taught that the real treasure was within. Many people are so 
busy grasping things which seem desirable in the outer world, 
that they miss the kingdom of God altogether. We can never 
get.into heaven by looking without. Could there be a greater 
treasure than eternal life? What good will all the money in 
the world do us if we have to die and leave it? If we have 
health and life and contentment, then we can enjoy the world. 
All good is rightfully ours. It is right that we should have 
plenty of everything. When we have entered the kingdom, we 
will have. We all want to be happy, but many of us are mis- 
taken about the road to happiness. Many people have believed 
that worldly possessions would bring happiness. Neither lasting 
happiness nor satisfaction has ever come that way. The golden 
text points the only way to joy and contentment and all Good. 

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God.” Now we know that 
this kingdom is within. If we are wise we will follow Jesus’ 
direction and stop looking without for our good. When we 
have given up everything to the Christ within, we will wake 
up to find that we really haven’t given up anything. All things 
outside of the Kingdom are shadows anyway. Whatever there 
is of God in the outer world will be added unto us, when we 
have found the kingdom of God within. If we want any good 
thing, let us remember how Jesus told us to get it. 

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his righteousness, and 
all these things will be added unto you.” 


“A larger kindness give to me, 
A deeper love and sympathy. 
Then oh, one day 
May someone say— * 
Remembering a lessened pain—* 


“Would she could pass this way again.” ”” 
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| BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“APRIL SHOWERS 


“Showers of blessings— 
Showers of blessings in store. 
Windows of heaven are open 
Showers of blessings outpour.”’ 


This is the time of year when the 
windows of heaven are wide open, send- 
ing the rain down to call up the tiny 
things from under the ground. I would 
say it was Mother Nature’s busy time, 
except that she is busy all the time. 
Much earlier than this, she began calling to the seeds way 
down under the snow. They have been yawning and 
stretching for weeks, but we couldn’t see them. Now, 
when the gentle rains are falling, we can see them reaching 
up to catch the drops. 


The grass and the flowers and the trees eee gladly 
accept the blessings which are showered upon them. What 
good would the gentle rains and the sunshine do, if the 
flowers and grass closed up tight, and shrank away from 
them? Don’t you know how the sunflower turns her head 
to the sun and all the flowers open up to the gentle rain? 
It is a partnership. If the flowers and grass didn’t do their 
part, they would never grow. The sun and rain are always 
ready to help, but the seeds and buds must be willing te ac- 
cept their help. That is the law. The showers of blessings 
spoken of in the song are not showers of rain only, for the 
windows of heaven are always open and showers of every 
good thing are constantly falling about us. The only thing 
necessary, if we wish health, or joy, or understanding, is to 
open up like a flower and receive it. 

Do your lessons seem hard? It is not necessary to 
wrinkle up your brow and grit your teeth and go over and 
over and over them. Just remember that heaven’s windows 
are open and all knowledge and understanding are shower- 
ing upon you. Open your mind to God’s ideas and they 
will flow in and make all hard places clear and easy. 
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Sometimes we shut ourselves away from the blessing 
showers by believing that there is some other source of good 
than God. Is it life, or happiness, or abundance you need ? 
God is the Source of all these things and they are pouring 
from the open windows right now. But just as there must 
be a partnership between the sun and rain, and all growing 
things, so must there be a partnership between us and the 
Good. Life, Joy, Intelligence and Abundance are here, 
ready to express in us. Let us fulfill our part of the partner- 
ship by opening up, and letting them into every part of our 
mind and body. As the flowers and plants develop into 
perfect expression, so we will grow and develop into per- 
fect children of God, if the iaw is obeyed. 


THE PEACEMAKER’S DREAM 


Dororuy (nine years) 


Eloise was a little Truth girl, but she didn’t seem to be 
practicing it as much as she ought. She longed to be a bird 
and fly through the air. Soon she met a fairy, and the fairy 
asked her why she was so unhappy. Eloise said, “*I do not 
like to lie here in the sun. It makes me so.drowsy. I want 
to be a bird and fly through the air.” ’ 

“Be it so,”” answered the fairy. In Truth, the name of 
the fairy was the Peacemaker. As soon as the words of 
the fairy were spoken, Eloise went flying through the air as 
happy as a lark. 

But after a while Eloise grew tired of being a bird and 
longed to be a little girl again. After trying it for two or 
three weeks she met the fairy again. 

““Why do you look so unhappy now?” the fairy asked. 
“*T thought you liked to be a bird and fly through the air.” 

“I thought so, too,’’ answered Eloise, “but I believe I 
like to be a little girl better.”’ 

“All right,” said the fairy, and she changed Eloise into 
a little girl again. 

““Get up, darling,” said a voice, “‘it’s nearly time to go 
to Unity."” It was her mother who spoke. Eloise had been 
asleep and dreaming. ‘“‘Oh, mother,’”’ she sobbed, “‘I will 
never be discontented again.’ And she was as good as 
her word. I think the fairy Peacemaker gave her that 
dream, don’t you? 
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SPRING’S HARBINGER 
Etta Gipss NIELSEN 


A robin and a daffodil, 
And a stir in the morning’s blue. 
Grasses tall, by a sunshine wall, 


And the wild winds drifting through. 
Joy they bring to the laughing spring, 
For they give her life anew. 


A robin and a daffodil 
And the glint of a crocus star, 
Rose-dipped light, in a cloud-bank white, 
And a crooning brook afar. 


Come and sing to the laughing spring! 
And follow her harbinger! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course 1 cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth, 


WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


QUEEN OF THE MAY 


Mother Truth and Mother Goose 
Together went a-Maying. 

All the happy flowers of Spring 
Joined in, without delaying. 


All the birds turned out to sing, 
All the bees to humming, 

Butterflies like flowers with wings, 
In every hue were coming. 


Little rivulets with joy 
Swift and swifter, running, 
Spread to water-folk the news 
Of the mothers’ coming. 


Everything with touch of life 
Thrilled with new-felt pleasure; 

Earth and heaven together drank 
Their bowls of green and azure. 


But Mother Goose look’d sadly ‘round, 
And Mother Truth looked longing, 
For not a ‘human flower’’ was there 
In all that happy thronging. 


*“Where are the children, Mother Goose >”’ 
Cried Mother Truth: “*You’re wronging— 
For earth and all that in it is 
Are children’s sweet belonging.” 


“‘T’ve summoned all,’’ said Mother Goose, 
“Alas! your invitations 

Excluded all who ever hurt 
The least of God's creations.” 


“Summons again!’’ commanded Truth, 
“‘All hearts have love inlaying; 

Bid all the children come and find 
That Love's the Queen of Maying.” 
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